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Summary: "What's the point of living forever," he mused, 
referring to both the Golden Sun event and the Lemurian 
drought, "if | cannot share it with her?" Piers/Jenna and 
Isaac/Jenna. T for mild swearing and some mature content. 
Now with extra angsty - but still Piers-centric - second 
chapter. 


*Chapter 1*: Chapter 1 


Years of Loneliness 


He was cursed. He'd realized this at a very young age, but 
no matter how often he thought about it, he couldn't get 
over it. Why did he have to be born to a race which can live 
forever? It forced him to find a pastime for several years at a 
time - something that's just not humanly possible. If he 
couldn't spend time with the one he loved, he didn't want to 
live at all, and that's what saddened him all the time. 


None of his friends ever really asked him about this, either. 
The Lemurian kept to himself all the time, and nobody ever 
really knew what he was going through. All throughout the 
journey he had plastered on a fake smile just to see her 
smile as well, even if he knew it wasn't meant for him. He 
longed to gently run his fingers through that silky, smooth 
hair of hers, to push her up against a wall and kiss her on 
the mouth hard, his hands running all along the curves of 
her body. To just hold her and love her and - 


But she was his best friend's sister. He couldn't even begin 
to understand the forbiddenness behind that. It probably 
wasn't such a good idea to keep fantasizing about being 
with her when he knew he couldn't have her. He'd told 
himself this countless times already as well. 


So he sighed as he again reminded himself that her auburn 
hair would never be touched by him, her lips would never be 
kissed by him, and her gorgeous white body would never be 
held by him. He would be condemned to the longevity of 
loneliness once more for some odd years, possibly hundreds. 


"What's the point of living forever," he mused, referring to 
both the Golden Sun event and the Lemurian draught, "if | 
cannot share it with her?" 


His question remained unanswered in the dark as he pulled 
the covers up to his neck and rolled onto his side, closing his 
eyes, preparing for years and years of loneliness. 


Heartache grew more and more painful four years later when 
he received via pigeon mail carrier a wedding invitation and 
he had to watch her marry. Isaac was definitely a better 
choice for her, though. There was just something about that 
gleam in her eyes whenever she looked at him that never 
appeared in the sadness she looked at the Lemurian with. It 
was a sort of promise - to both Isaac and Piers - that she 
would never love anybody else, and when she announced, "I 
do," tears brimming in her eyes as she smiled at her almost- 
husband, he knew all hope had been lost. 


He'd at least talked to her a little bit, though. It turned out 
that she and Isaac had been planning the wedding since 
their adventure when they reunited, but barriers were in the 
way, “along with Isaac's stubbornness," Jenna joked as she 
conversed with her old friend. The blue-haired man just 
stared in awe at how beautiful she looked. Traveling the 
length of her curvaceous body was the traditional white 
gown, clinging to her skin as if it was adhesive. Her red- 
brown hair was tied up into a bun with some stray curls 
falling out, cascading down her bare, beautiful shoulders, 
and the blond man behind her held onto her waist as tightly 
as was humanly possible, making clear an already crystal 
point - she was his now. The drink in her hand tilted a little 
to the side when she laughed, threatening to spill and stain 
the fabric. But Piers wouldn't have let that happen. 


Conversations took place between all the Adepts, mainly 
congratulatory speeches and drunken chatter, especially 
from Garet, and Piers took part in some, though never 
having drank anything himself. The Mars Adept made for 
great entertainment when he grabbed the groom and 
demanded he dance with him (and when Isaac refused Garet 
lazily replied with an "Okay," and stumbled onto a nearby 
table), and the Lemurian had to admit that that made him 
smile the first real smile in a long time. 


After a while there was an announcement that it was time for 
the newlywed couple's dance to start. Piers watched from 
the sidelines with his arms crossed, at last a drink in his 
hand, as the love of his life was literally swept off of her feet 
by her knight in shining armor. The way they swayed so 
perfectly together made his stomach churn and his heart 
twist and he almost couldn't take it anymore and left. At the 
last moment he was stopped by a hand on his arm and a 
familiar voice. 


"Stay a while." 


The voice was husky and almost soothing, and the Lemurian 
found he couldn't refuse the command. 


He turned around to face Felix, his trustworthy leader 
throughout the years of their adventuring. His dark eyes 
seemed to grow darker with every stare he made at Piers, 
who had to think twice before asking, "Are you drunk, 
Felix?" He'd seemed a little off-kilter, anyway. 


Instantly, Felix's eyes regained some color, the brown 
bringing the life and some of the joy back. "No." The brunet 
led him over to a secluded corner, away from all the other 
couples - including Mia and a local Valean, Ivan and Sheba, 


and Garet and a broom. "I'm just not so sure that Jenna 
made the right choice here." 


For the briefest part of a second Piers felt his heart race. Did 
he really doubt Jenna and Isaac's relationship? "What do you 
mean?" 


"| mean that Isaac's not cut out for a family." He clenched his 
fists against his abdomen and glanced towards his younger 
sister who was grinning up at her husband. "And that's what 
Jenna wants." 


Piers stopped listening after that, contemplating what the 
future could bring. 


As he boarded his ship on the shore of Vale, he heard a 
distant call and he turned his head back to look for the 
source. There she was. 


"Piers!" Jenna cried, waving her arms frantically above her 
head, jumping in an attempt to gain his attention. Isaac 
came up behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist 
and kissing her neck to calm her down enough that she 
wouldn't bust out of her dress. She giggled at the touch of 
his lips. "Write to me!" she shouted at the Lemurian. "I'll be 
waiting for your letters!" 


He couldn't have done anything else but smile and wave - 
mostly because he didn't want to cause suspicion from 
Isaac. "I promise | will, Jenna!" The name slipped off his 
tongue probably more sweetly than he intended it to, but if 
that bothered Isaac, he sure didn't show it because he 
resumed nuzzling his wife's neck, listening to her giggle 
once more. 


He started the boat now, hands on the tiller as he prepared 
to steer his way back to his homeland, Lemuria. 


Treat her nicely, Isaac, he thought, or else she'll be the one 
preparing for years and years of loneliness. 


It wasn't until ten long years later that he heard from her 
again. He had been dating Mia for some time, though their 
relationship was built mostly on formalities and politeness - 
the poor girl had been betrayed several times before he 
showed up - and the angelic healer was invited to Jenna's 
baby shower. He coaxed Mia to go, but she did the same to 
him. She sensed how much he still cared for the redhead, 
and the only way to get her back was to act now, she 
explained. 


It was also then that he realized he'd never written a single 
letter to Jenna, despite his promise. Never in those ten long 
years had he even seen her beautiful hand at calligraphy, or 
her messy scrawl when she was upset. What did she think of 
him? 


He did as Mia said, though, and sailed the both of them to 
Kalay, which was where the shower was being held. He was a 
little hesitant - he would probably be the only male at the 
occasion - but he was quite determined just to see her again. 
Even if he couldn't wrap his fingers around her soft curls, 
even if he couldn't hold her in his arms, even if he couldn't 
kiss her, he would just be happy to see her face once more. 


When the two Mercury Adepts had passed all the barriers 

that tried to block their way, they finally made it into the 

city limits of Kalay. Piers docked the ship and climbed out, 
helping Mia along the way, who thanked him politely. 


It wasn't hard to find her house - it was the nicest one in the 
neighborhood, of course, and had balloons and decorations 
draped up on the outside, the windows all cluttered with 


colored confetti. Either this was Jenna's house or her baby 
was about to share a birthday. 


Mia knocked on the door per Piers's request - it would make 
much more sense for the lady to show up first rather than 
the other way around - and her knuckles seemed to tremble 
in excitement. Women and babies, he mused to himself, 
smiling a little as he heard the locks on the other side of the 
door click and turn. And then he gasped at the sight before 
him. 


Jenna had aged very well, he observed, with no apparent 
changes other than a little height - and the belly she rubbed 
so tenderly, of course. Her auburn hair was let out of its 
ponytail and cascaded down her back gracefully, and her 
face looked even more like a doll than it did before, if that 
was possible. Her brown orbs dilated when she caught 
glimpse of the tall man behind Mia and she gasped as well. 


"P-Piers?" 


He hadn't changed at all either, really. Though, he supposed 
he hadn't since the day he was a mere twenty years old, and 
in all his years of living, his face, his stature, his voice all 
stayed the same. His hair never grayed, which he was 
thankful for, but he never got to experience the "joy of 
growing older." He was bound to feel it soon, however, as the 
ancient texts have stated that even Lemurians age - very, 
very slowly, of course, but once they do, it becomes very 
discernible. 


He waved a hand from behind Mia. "Hello, Jenna." The blush, 
unsurprisingly, was very hard to hide. It seemed the period 
of ten years had done nothing to teach him how to hide his 
feelings. 


Awkwardness became clear as day when the three at last 
stepped into the house and Piers saw nothing but women, 
his suspicion confirmed. He was the only male there, unless 
Isaac was hiding upstairs. 


"Isaac's up at Sol Sanctum with Garet," she said, answering 
his unasked question as she led them through the living 
room. "Apparently Isabel's pregnant as well." She referred to 
Garet's wife, who was impregnated just two months after 
Jenna. 


Once they were seated in the remaining chairs and one from 
the kitchen - for Piers, of course - Mia glanced toward Piers, 
who caught her eye, and then gestured her head towards 
the redhead. Piers turned away and pretended not to see, 
and the healer sighed. 


"How far along are you, Jenna?" she asked, trying to make 
conversation in the awkward room. 


There was Sheba, anyway, who turned out to marry Ivan. Her 
features hadn't changed in the slightest, either, observed 
Piers. Her blond hair still fell to her chin, the same length it 
had been during the adventure, her purple orbs still shined 
brightly with Jupiter's passion, and that childish face was 
still there, mouth small, eyebrows raised as if she was always 
excited. It seemed that she was still the same old Sheba, not 
having changed since the Golden Sun. She glanced towards 
him and managed a friendly smile, which he returned. 


The rest of the women were unfamiliar to him, however. In 
the seat across from him sat a young woman with black hair 
that hung over her eyes but never went past her shoulders. 
She had a look that could kill whenever he glanced at her, 
and he realized it probably wasn't a good idea to get on her 
bad side. Next to her was a blonde with blue eyes and a 


smile that attracted eyes. She seemed more like a friend 
Jenna would hang around. The other two ladies appeared to 
be twins, with long brown hair that fell to both their 
shoulders, hazel eyes that told stories of their childhoods, 
and mouths that spoke hundreds of words to each other as 
Piers was observing them. They tended to do the same 
things - lie back at the same time, move their hands in the 
same fashion when they spoke. 


"Six months," said Jenna proudly. She rubbed at her stomach 
and giggled when she felt a kick. "I can't wait to see what 
kind of surprises this little guy will bring." 


The blonde perked up. "They told you it's a boy?" 


Jenna smiled but it held some sadness. "Isaac wanted to 
know, so | had the doctor check." 


Piers held back a grimace. It should always be the woman's 
choice whether or not she wants to know the sex of her 
baby. He had never been a father - never remembered his 
father as he lost him at such a young age - and even he 
knew that. 


The rest of the night consisted of gift-giving, and Piers felt 
horrible when he realized he hadn't even brought a gift. He 
hadn't written in ten years, hadn't gotten her a gift for her 
baby shower, hadn't done anything to even try and 
communicate with her. No wonder she married Isaac. 


When he and Mia were readying to leave, Jenna begged 
them to stay for at least a little while longer. Mia happily 
obliged and pushed Piers to when she told him in private, 
"This is your chance, Piers." 


But he declined, not feeling at all interested in anything else 
for the night, unsure of whether he should have, instead 


wishing to spend his misery alone. He told Mia that she 
could stay there for a few days or a week and that he would 
come by in the ship later to bring her back home. But he 
wasn't even sure if he wanted to date Mia anymore then, if 
they even still were after all of today's subtle exchanges. His 
sights were still set on the young mother-to-be, who was 
probably heavily distraught after hearing one of her friends 
promise he would write and then never receiving one letter 
from him. It was his fault. 


Jenna retorted with the question, "Why?" but Piers never 
answered. He said his goodbyes and closed the door behind 
him as he moved closer and closer to his ship, feeling the 
heartbreak as he realized that he would once again have to 
live by himself for years and years of loneliness. 


In the spring of six years later he received a letter from her 
by carrier pigeon. He had finally started to do something 
with himself - he had been married and divorced twice, 
sadly, once to Mia - and opened up a small business in 
Lemuria, selling paintings. That was something none of his 
friends ever bothered to notice: he was an excellent artist; 
the long nights at the tiller throughout the adventures had 
given him a second pair of eyes through which he could see 
the world. Though, he had only just recently become 
enthralled by this hobby, having only painted a few times 
every year previously. 


He walked through the door to his house and opened the 
letter, his eyes scanning over it. Remembering several years 
prior when he couldn't wait to lay eyes on her penmanship 
once more, he felt a twinge of happiness as he imagined her 
beautiful hand sculpting all the letters that were written just 


for him so perfectly. But then his brain actually processed 
the words that were written and his face turned somber. 


She explained how Isaac had left her to investigate Sol 
Sanctum by himself, how he moved up to the Goma Plateau 
to do so, and how he took their son with him for a year or 
two so he could grow up with the same wonder and 
excitement as his father. Their son, who was named 
Matthew, was just barely six years old, with the blond hair of 
his father and the personality of his mother. She told of how 
much she missed him already, and in her 30-something- 
year-old age, being alone wasn't an option for her. 


She wanted him to stop by for a visit. 


Surely he couldn't refuse, could he? After all, he still felt a 
deep compelling affection towards her. And he was 
definitely in no position to turn down a friend in need. 


So, in the morning, when he was packing his suitcases, he 
went up to the attic to try and find a particular blanket - he 
hadn't really traveled anywhere in a long while, but 
whenever he did, he had to have that specific piece of cloth 
to keep him warm - and he came across some old pictures. 
They were pictures of his past lovers, past wives including 
Mia, past weddings, everything in his past life. He didn't 
particularly find anything amusing about those, though - his 
eyes were glued to the thing that he saw in front of him. It 
was a painting he did a long time ago, and the longer he 
stared at it, the more he remembered the exact brush 
strokes he made while painting it, along with every 
individual color he mixed to get the shading and the 
background just perfect. 


It was a portrait of Jenna and Isaac at their wedding, of that 
one moment when Piers was staring in awe at how gorgeous 


she looked, with Isaac's arms wrapped tightly and 
protectively around her waist. That moment was etched into 
his memory so vividly, and now it was etched onto a canvas 
for the world to see just how beautiful she was. If it was 
possible, her and her husband's faces in the painting 
reflected even more happiness than what was present in 
person. Jenna's auburn hair was painted in neatly as a few 
curled strands fell to her shoulders, and Isaac's chin was 
resting atop her head, a huge smile plastered onto his face. 


He could've sold it; it was arguably his best portrait ever. He 
could've made a lot of money off of it. But there was 
something holding him back. 


In all the years of almost never communicating with her, he 
had never given her anything. Sure, he had given her 
affection and compliments from afar, but never had he given 
her something materialistic, and this was just the perfect 
thing for her to wrap her hands around and hang up in her 
house. It would be a reminder not only of her love for Isaac - 
which still pained him deeply - but also of the promise that 
Piers would still be there for her. Despite never reassuring 
her of it, he reminded himself bitterly. 


So he packed up the remaining items he needed for supply 
on the ship, and in the early afternoon, he left the shore of 
Lemuria for that of Kalay once more, only this time, it wasn't 
with Mia. 


It didn't take him long to get there - a few days at most. He 
wasn't really counting, only thinking of what he would say to 
Jenna when he arrived at her place. Would they be the only 
two people there? That would be awkward. Although, he was 
really hoping that nobody else would be there, because he 
wouldn't be himself around other people. Around Jenna, he 
felt like he could. 


He recognized her house right away, even without all the 
decorations plastered up on the outside. It was a beautiful 
white house that looked as if it had been freshly painted. 


Hesitantly, he reached the door and brought a shaky hand to 
knock on it three times. Seconds - though they felt like 
forever - passed and the sound of locks clicking could be 
heard. Then, from behind the door emerged a beautiful 
white figure with a familiar tint of auburn hair. 


Brown orbs pierced into yellows and looks of longing were 
exchanged. 


Chills were felt. 
Blushes were made. 
And then words were spoken. 


"W-won't you come in?" she invited, stepping aside to open 
up the door just a little bit more. 


He nodded shyly and walked in, admiring the decor. It 
seemed new - but then again, he hadn't been there in six 
years, SO maybe his memory was tricking him. Lovely end 
tables complemented fabulous furniture, beautifully drawn 
paintings hung on the walls - and a picture of a rabbit 
signed by Matthew added to the atmosphere - and 
adornments sat in little areas throughout the house. It 
definitely reflected her personality, or what he remembered 
of it. 


"So..." she started, unsure, "how long has it been? You know, 
since we really talked? Twenty years?" 


“Twenty years in the spring," replied Piers. He seated himself 
down on a loveseat before he realized his mistake. "If | recall 


correctly, that is." That wasn't much better. 


Jenna sat across from him in a white recliner. It sort of 
complemented her attire - she still wore a part of the one- 
piece dress from the adventure as a high skirt, which she 
matched with a plain white blouse. It added to her 
transformation into her new-found classiness over the years. 


But it soon became clear that she couldn't take the silence 
anymore. "I've decided to leave Isaac," she said sadly. Piers 
turned his gaze onto her with sympathetic eyes - he knew 
how bad it felt to lose someone you love. He remembered 
her letter then, how she explained why Isaac left her, going 
to live up by Sol Sanctum or something like that. He had 
assumed - and hoped, though it pained him to - that she was 
just expressing herself after a big fight and that he would be 
home soon. But the way she said what she said, it didn't 
seem like that was the case. 


"But why?" Even though it was none of his business. All of a 
sudden, though, his painting didn't seem like such a great 
gift... 


She set her hands on her lap and shrugged, letting her own 
eyes land where Piers's previously were. "We just turned out 
to be...two entirely different people." Her auburn eyes were 
fixated on the coffee table separating them now. "He isn't 
cut out for family life. But that didn't stop him from taking 
Matthew for the next little while." She couldn't help but 
chuckle a bit at that. He hated being a father so much that 
he had to take his son for a year or more. 


Piers nodded. He felt relieved that he'd never had any kids 
with his wives, especially Mia. He didn't know if he could 
bear that... Or maybe he'd still be with her had they had a 
child. It was best not to think about it, though - having a 


child with somebody who wasn't Jenna. "It's rather obvious 
he isn't residing in town, then," he said rather slowly, 
leading to her answer to the almost-question. 


She nodded as well in response. "He's living somewhere up 
in the Goma Plateau, by the Sanctum. He told me he wants 
our son to 'grow up with history’." Then her voice started to 
grow shaky. "It's so dangerous up there... No matter how 
many times Isaac has told me the Sanctum isn't active 
anymore, what if it erupts again? What if there's a rockfall? 
What if | lose Matthew, too?" 


He frowned. "Jenna, | really don't believe it could hap - " 


"Don't tell me that, Piers," she snapped. He could see her 
tears now, even though her head was down. They slid down 
her face and fell to the upholstery of the chair, staining it 
with wetness. "When I was younger, everybody told me how 
lucky | was to have both my parents still, and every night 
when they tucked me in they promised they'd never leave 
me... And then shortly after that | didn't see them for three 
and a half years." She took a shaky breath. "And Isaac's dad, 
too. They took him. And Felix... | didn't see my own brother 
for three years and he'd already changed so much and now 
he's just an asshole, and even Matthew, my own son. I'm 
going to outlive my own son and - " 


"Jenna," Piers interrupted. He slowly got up from the 
loveseat and went over to her, lifting her head up and 
putting a finger to her lips to silence her. Her eyes were red 
and wet. 


As he gazed into her teary eyes with his own yellow lenses, 
he did something he thought he'd never have the courage 
to do, even when they were just two kids traveling together. 


He pressed his mouth to hers and closed his eyes, allowing 
his body to finally act on its own. She seemed hesitant at 
first, but then she relaxed into the kiss, closing her own eyes 
as well. She brought her arms around his neck and brought 
him closer, smiling into the kiss. It was truly a dream come 
true. No breaths were taken, no sounds were heard, and it 
was just the two of them for that moment of stopped time. 
Nobody else mattered. 


Until she pushed him away and opened her eyes frantically, 
gasping. 


"Piers - " 


"You still love him," he said, understanding. He knew exactly 
how that felt. He was pushed into both of his marriages, the 
same way Jenna was just pushed into that liplock. Whenever 
he kissed his first wife, Julia, or Mia, he'd imagine it was 
Jenna, probably not unlike what she did right there, 
imagining instead that it was Isaac. Then the moment would 
die and all that was left was awkwardness. 


She let her head drop back down, brown hair shielding her 
face. "I'm sorry." He could tell that she meant it, too. It 
wasn't everyday that she felt someone kiss her with so much 
passion that it was probably held back for several years. 


But then he realized she probably had felt that, with Isaac. 
The two of them grew up together. They did everything 
together. And when she was kidnapped, his world fell apart 
and he had to go rescue her, if only to tell her how he felt 
about her. And that's probably exactly what happened. 


He remembered them going off on their own when the two 
parties were united, often to just sit around a campfire by 
themselves and talk, he presumed. But now he understood 
what that meant. 


He had no more chances. 


All the could'ves, should'ves, and would'ves plagued his 
mind and he closed his eyes tight for one moment, lost in 
thought while accepting the fact that any and all hope 
towards pursuing a relationship with her was now dissipated. 
He had no right to impose on what they had, no right to take 
away her happiness just so that he could have his. The only 
thing that would make him happy now was to make her 


happy. 


"You must go see him, Jenna." 


And she knew what he meant. She had to go to him and get 
him back, even if it was only to get her son back and not 
Isaac. 


She looked up at him once more. "Piers, thank you for 
making me understand - although | know that was probably 
one of the worst ways to do it..." 


He put up his hand to silence her, not wanting to feel any 
worse. "As long as you're happy." Then he took his hand and 
rummaged through the pack that he brought with him, 
feeling around for something in particular. He found it within 
short seconds, and he pulled out the painting of her and 
Isaac at their wedding, handing it to her, smiling sadly. 


Jenna's eyes widened in shock and pure amazement. "P- 
Piers, this is incredible." She ran her hands along the 
canvas, memorizing the texture of every curve and crevice, 
admiring the colorful details. "Is this for me?" 


Piers nodded. "I wish you and Isaac the best." He moved her 
hair away from her forehead and kissed the skin. "I love 
you," he murmured into her softness. Then he turned away, 
grabbed his pack, and walked out the door. 


A tear that he didn't know was there strayed away from one 
of his eyes and he wiped it away with the back of his hand. 


He figured he'd stock up on art supplies and food, since he'd 
probably be sailing his ship for several years and years of 
loneliness. 


A/N: | just edited this today (7/11/13) and fixed a looot of 
issues | had with this story before. The awkward beginning is 
no more (well, it might still be awkward, but not as much as 
the prior one), and a lot of the phrasing has been changed 
to make it easier to understand, not to mention a few tweaks 
here and there to improve the overall flow of the story. 


To be completely honest, | wish this story was more popular 
than it currently is. | mean, I'm not really complaining since | 
have 3 amazing reviews, but this is one of my least-viewed 
stories, with less than 200 hits altogether. It's just kind of 
sad, because | still think this is my best work. 


Anyway, back to this one. The plot assumes that the party 
has been hanging out in Vale ever since the Golden Sun 
passed nearly a year prior. For the sake of this fic, Jenna was 
15 when the Sun came, 16 when they were all together, and 
after the four years passed and they met again at her and 
Isaac's wedding, she was 20. Ten years pass and she's 30, 
pregnant with little Matt. Another six years down the drain 
and she's an almost-middle aged woman, 36, nearly 
divorced before Piers came back. And the rest...well, yeah, 
but she's concerned about outliving her son because of the 
Golden Sun event. 


Thanks to all my reviewers for their incredible, in-depth 
reviews. | really, really loved reading them again! And 
thanks to everybody who read this story :) 


~CGA 


*Chapter 2*: Chapter 2 


Years of Loneliness 


He wasn't expecting anything exciting to happen to him 
after he managed to finally get over his heartbreak. After not 
seeing her for nearly ten more years, he told himself to 
forget about her. Of course, he'd already done so several 
times before, but this time...this time, it was different. He 
knew he had no more chances, no more hope was left for the 
nonexistent relationship between the two. 


So he just gave up. And so far, it was working out splendidly. 


The Lemurian managed to sell many popular paintings in his 
small shop. Most of his work focused on the beauty of 
nature, mainly the sea, and he occasionally would paint 
portraits of his old friends, which quickly became popular 
due to the raging interest of the now-called Warriors of Vale. 
He'd read the great saga, which was coincidentally written 
by the small Jupiter Adept Ivan, and wondered how people 
would take to the actual images of the warriors. 


Piers painted a few of himself but decided against selling 
them, because if somebody wanted to see him, that person 
could come to his shop, therefore leading to more potential 
sales. He had also refused to paint any of Jenna, not wanting 
any old feelings to resurface now that he had finally gotten 
over them. 


The centuries-old man didn't believe there was anything left 
of interest for him on the planet of Weyard. His old friends 
Isaac and Garet were taking care of what mysteries may 
have remained in the ancient Sol Sanctum, located on Mt. 
Aleph. Ivan had made himself quite wealthy after authoring 


the popular Sun Saga, which could be found even inside 
Lemuria's library. Sheba and Felix has supposedly run off 
somewhere, not bothering to tell anybody anything, but 
Piers believed they were doing fine, considering they were 
among the most intelligent Adepts alive. Mia was rumored to 
still be living in Imil, or at least close to where it used to be 
due to the Golden Sun, and was known as the village's own 
angel, said to save any and all from the brink of death with 
her healing Psynergy. 


He just didn't seem to fit in anywhere, except for right here 
as he sold his famous paintings. He couldn't write like Ivan 
or explore and discover like Isaac and Garet, but if his work 
could still bring happiness to people, he himself would be 
happy as well. 


He just wished there was somebody he could share it with. 


It seemed all of his friends, except the unknown Felix and 
Sheba, had children and families of their own to share 
everything with. Isaac had his son, Matthew, Garet his son, 
Tyrell, Ivan his daughter, Karis. Mia had been blessed with 
two beautiful Mercury Adepts for children, Nowell and Rief, 
and even Alex was rumored to have his own son named 
Amiti. Everybody he'd traveled with had settled down and 
became accustomed to the practice of growing old. 


And then there was Piers. Shortly after he left Lemuria for 
the first time, his mother had apparently become bedridden, 
and soon death by heartbreak called for her. He learned of 
this news when he returned and was devastated. His father 
had passed away just a week or so after Piers was brought 
into the world, so he had no recollection of him at all, 
meaning the only family he had left was his mother's 
brother, his uncle. But even then, his uncle passed away not 
long after Piers had returned from his grand adventure. 


He was truly an orphan in this world, and although he was 
certainly more than old enough to take care of himself, it 
hurt Knowing he had to. 


For years and years of loneliness, though, he had lived by 
himself and, for the most part, managed to keep himself 
healthy. He had no underlying health concerns that he knew 
of, and he was making quite a living here in Lemuria. The 
small city had surprisingly become more busy as more and 
more people grew fond of learning about the ancient culture, 
not to mention the famous Warrior of Vale artist who lived 
there. There was a seafaring business which took nearly 
daily trips across the Sea of Time connecting Lemuria with 
the rest of Weyard, and the city had grown especially in its 
number of tourists after the local government decided it was 
okay to let outsiders in every once in a while. 


All in all, Piers's life after heartbreak hadn't been terribly 
exciting. Every morning he would wake up, wash himself, 
prepare breakfast, and get to work painting whatever he 
could think of. Nothing too drastic at all, if one didn't count 
the occasional crazed child who wanted to meet the Valean 
Warrior (despite Piers's protests that he was not from the 
town). 


However, one day, he met up with somebody he thought he 
would truly never see again - not after thirty-some odd 
years, anyway. It was Kraden, his mentor and fellow 
companion in his travels. While he had to admit that the old 
man was troublesome and prone to ranting at times, he was 
definitely wise beyond his years, containing nearly as much 
information as the ancient Waelda trees of Kolima. 


The Lemurian saw him inside his small shop, admiring his 
work from afar, though he couldn't be certain it was who he 
thought he was. Sure, it wasn't likely that Kraden had a long 


lost twin somewhere, but perhaps by some instance Piers's 
memory of the old man had receded while keeping those of 
his old comrades intact. However, the two gentlemen met 
eyes and almost instantly, Piers could acknowledge that this 
was indeed Kraden. 


"Hello, Piers," he greeted, a smile on his face. From behind 
him Piers could see a young lady, probably in her late teens. 
She was Staring at all the portraits and paintings around her 
with a surprised face. 


Piers looked around the shop, noting how many potential 
customers he'd still have to wait on, and turned back around 
to Kraden, rubbing the back of his neck. "If you wouldn't 
mind..." 


The old scholar nodded, seemingly not bothered at all. 
"That's quite all right. Nowell and | will wait for you at your 
house, if that's fine." 


Piers returned the nod and watched the two leave, keeping 
in mind that the young girl's name was Nowell. To his 
knowledge, Mia had a daughter named Nowell. He couldn't 
get a good look at her, but he was sure there was no 
mistaking that she was Mia's. So she must have been a 
Mercury Adept as well. 


He pushed the thought away though as a customer came up 
to the counter with a portrait in his hand. It was a beautifully 
painted landscape on a plain canvas, a small town named 
Yallam's beach at sunset. Piers briefly reminisced their many 
travels to the town to forge weapons out of raw materials 
they found during their journey, crafted to the utmost 
precision by Sunshine, a kindhearted yet somewhat mouthy 
man. 


"| love this one," the customer told him, watching as Piers 
examined the painting to determine its price. He mainly 
looked at the quality of it, and checked to see how well it 
had aged if it was old. "My wife loves these kinds of places, 
full of mystery and the feeling of achievement." He coughed. 
"Or at least that's what she says." 


Piers never judged his customers, so he told him a price of 
around two thousand gold would have been just fine, and 
the man's eyes nearly bulged out. 


"For this masterpiece?" he asked incredulously. "You could 
be selling these for so much more." Nevertheless, he took 
the canvas back from Piers, holding onto it tightly lest 
something happen. 


The Lemurian just smiled back. "As long as it makes people 
happy, that's all the payment | need." Besides, he sold so 
many it didn't really matter how much they sold for. 


He watched as the man left the shop, the thought about 
Kraden and wondering why he was here with Nowell 
lingering in his mind. 


After the three or four customers left in the shop were taken 
care of, Piers closed and locked the building, heading 
towards his house. He exhaled, allowing his mind to wander 
to all the different possible reasons Kraden might be here. 


Perhaps there was another crisis and the group needed 
Piers's help? 


He shook his head. That was probably impossible, 
considering they all had their families to look after now, and 
there were bound to be more exploration groups and 
whatnot strong enough to take on whatever would be 
coming at them. 


Maybe there was a get-together in progress, and Kraden was 
coming along to invite Piers? 


No, that wouldn't be right, either. If there was a reunion 
coming up, he would definitely have received word of it by 
now by carrier pigeon. Unless Jenna was holding it... 


He rattled his head some more to shake the thought away, 
not allowing himself any more misery for the moment. 
Perhaps Kraden was here to inform them that they'd finally 
found Felix and Sheba? 


Piers thought for a moment, then turned down that idea as 
well. Like before, he'd surely have been informed in a letter 
or something similar if something that important happened. 
No matter if his old friends were angry with him for never 
writing or visiting, he was sure they'd let him know if 
something that drastic had happened. After all, Piers and 
Felix were probably the best of friends, just as Isaac and 
Garet had been (and probably still were). 


Isaac always gets the better end of the deal, huh? 


He smacked his forehead, vowing to forget everything he'd 
just thought about. He was about to reach his front door, 
anyway, so he'd be able to ask the scholar in person just 
what he was doing here with Mia's daughter. 


The Lemurian fumbled with his key for a split second before 
deciding against it; if Kraden was already inside, it must not 
have been locked to begin with. So he pushed open the door 
and found the two inside, sitting on two odds and ends 
chairs. Piers chuckled weakly. He never really had any 
visitors, so it was just him alone most of the time, hence his 
not having more decent furniture. 


"Ah, Piers!" Kraden chimed as he saw Piers enter through the 
door. Nowell smiled brightly beside him. 


Piers smiled. "It's very nice to see that you're well, Kraden," 
he responded. Truthfully, it was nice seeing somebody he 
used to know rather well. For the past ten years - and even 
the past thirty years - he hadn't seen half of his old friends, 
having only seen Mia, Sheba, and... 


"Did you really paint all those in the shop?" Nowell asked, 
eyes fixated on the old Lemurian. When he nodded, she 
continued. "Wow! They're all so amazing! But why don't you 
have any of them inside your house?" 


He rubbed his neck. "Well... | spend most of every day inside 
my shop and, while I truly love my paintings, I'd rather not 
be reminded that there's more work for me the next day," he 
explained, and it was only then that he realized he hadn't 
properly introduced himself yet. "I'm sorry for being so rude. 
My name is Piers, and I'm a Lemurian. Is your name Nowell?" 


She got up out of her chair, seemingly more energetic than 
before, and rushed to shake his hand. "You knew my mother, 
right? Her name's Mia." 


Piers smiled back, retracting his hand and letting it fall to his 
side. "Yes, | Knew your mother. She was a very bright and 
charming young lady." He hastily decided to leave out the 
part that he had been married to and divorced her long ago - 
her child definitely did not need to know that. "She helped 
me out in many crises, most of the time helping me avoid 
many more." 


"But you're a Mercury Adept too, aren't you? Can't you just 
heal yourself?" 


"Well... It's not that simple, really." He paused, trying to 
think of a way to put it in layman's terms. "When you're 
hurt, not only can you not think straight, but you also are 
unable to focus your power on any one thing. Your body 
thinks it is always in danger when damaged and so it 
attempts to focus all its Psynergy on whatever is around, not 
just on a single object, including yourself." 


Nowell looked deep in thought for a bit, but then accepted it 
and nodded her head. "Erm...how long has it been since 
you've seen my mother?" 


He gulped, unsure of how to answer that one. Well, as long 
as he didn't really give anything away... "I'd have to say a 
good ten years or more." 


Suddenly, Kraden cleared his throat from behind the two, 
interrupting their conversation. "I don't mean to be rude, 
Piers, so let me explain why we're here before | let her 
bombard you with far more questions than you're ready for. 
Shall 1?" 


Piers chuckled lightly while Nowell grimaced. "Yes, please 
do," he replied. He just hoped it wasn't anything serious. 


The old man nodded. "I presume you Know your other 
friends' whereabouts, yes?" He didn't really wait for Piers's 
nod, as he continued talking anyway. "All except two - Felix 
and Sheba - are now accounted for, including you." 


Was everybody just wondering where Piers had been all this 
time? It wasn't as if he'd left Lemuria. 


"Anyway," Kraden continued, "truly, the only reason I've 
brought Nowell with me to Lemuria is because she's been 
pestering me nonstop about seeing a Lemurian in the flesh." 


He smiled at Piers. "I thought it would be better to catch you 
before you head out somewhere else." 


Piers was about to retort that he hadn't been out sightseeing 
or anything else in years, but Nowell piped in. 


"Wait, so Lemurians live super long, right? Does that mean 
you're older than Kraden?" 


The blue-haired man stood in silence, staring at Kraden, 
both knowing the answer. "That's not important," they both 
replied. Piers smiled lightheartedly as the girl grimaced 
again. 


"What does Nowell want to know?" he asked, looking down 
at the young female. He'd heard some stories from the 
crazed Warriors of Vale fans that she was studying under 
Kraden now, attempting to better herself with Alchemy and 
its manipulation, but he wasn't sure how valid they were. 
However, staring at her now, she definitely seemed like 
somebody Kraden had tutored; otherwise, she probably 
wouldn't have wanted to see what a Lemurian looked like, 
let alone come to Lemuria to find out. 


Nowell shifted in her seat. "Well, actually, after coming here 
and seeing everything that you do, | have a small favor to 
ask of you - well, okay! A big favor." 


"What is it?" 


She glanced away, unsure if she should really ask or not 
now. "I wanted...well, | want to know if you'll paint me a 
picture of my mother." 


Piers was somewhat taken off-guard. He'd expected to be 
asked about techniques for controlling water and ice, or at 


least something regarding Mercury Psynergy, but this? He 
didn't expect such a simple task. "Would you like me to?" 


Nowell nodded, now looking up at him. "Ever since my little 
brother was born, she's seemed different. | think it had to do 
with our father leaving us, and -" she huffed - "it turns out he 
has another family already. He's forgotten all about us, so | 
think that's why she seems different." She averted her gaze 
again, feeling slightly awkward now that she was explaining 
things. "I was originally going to ask for assistance with my 
Psynergy since | can't seem to get it right, but I think before 
that, I'd like to see my mother smile again, at least once. 
She looks sad all the time, and I can't tell what she's 
thinking about. So | think, maybe, if she were to see herself 
how she was before we were born...she'd be happy again. Of 
course, if you don't want to do this, it's fine, | mean you work 
with paints all day long - " 


She cut herself off, biting her lip. If she hadn't done that, 
Piers probably would have cut her off, telling her he would 
do it. 


He smiled, though. "How old are you, Nowell?" 
"I'm seventeen," she replied. 


"Seventeen," he repeated. Seventeen years ago... What was 
Mia like seventeen years ago? He closed his eyes. The 
wedding. Seventeen years ago, he was marrying the angel. 
It was supposed to be the happiest day of his life, but just 
like his first wedding, it wasn't because the girl he was 
marrying wasn't - 


"| will have it ready shortly, so please wait for a while." 


Nowell smiled nervously, looking towards Kraden and hoping 
for an explanation. "It's the way of the artist," the old scholar 


told her. "Once he gets an idea set in stone, it takes a lot for 

him to forget about it." The girl nodded and watched as Piers 
made sure to grab the key to his shop, heading out the door 

as soon as it was in his hand. 


The lonely Lemurian cursed himself for bringing up old 
memories so many times today. These past few years had 
been relatively great, as far as memories went, anyway. He'd 
barely thought about his old life at all, instead focusing 
everything he had on creating the best portraits ever so he 
could bring happiness to other people. That was what an 
artist was supposed to do, right? If he couldn't be happy, he 
was supposed to make others happy so they wouldn't suffer 
like he did. He wouldn't ever fall in love again, especially if 
he knew there would ever be another man involved, but that 
didn't mean he had to be a scrooge about it and ruin other 
people's happiness. 


He scratched his head, wondering why he was still letting 
himself fall into his thoughts like this. Deciding it would be 
best to focus only on the sidewalk beneath his feet so he 
wouldn't be tempted to think about anything, he managed 
to make his way back to his shop. He readied the key and 
pushed it into the doorknob, rotating it once until he heard 
the lock click on the other side. He opened the door and 
walked into his hell-haven. 


Piers was ecstatic to have this shop as his own. He could 
finally realize that what he wanted to do was paint, paint, 
paint, and make people happy. He couldn't describe the 
happiness it gave him to see all of his works displayed on 
the walls and even the ceiling, knowing that people loved 
them. 


But he was also ridden with despair once he saw the storage 
room filled with barely used canvases and spilled paints. He 


told himself dozens, perhaps hundreds, of times to clean it 
up, but no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't make 
himself do it. It hurt too much. The black on red and red on 
brown reminded him time and time again that he was still in 
love with that girl - no, woman, as she'd quickly grown up 
without him realizing. He'd watched her age, sure, but he 
didn't realize until too late that with all the lost time was all 
the lost hope. 


He readied a new canvas, set up his lantern, and mixed all 
the colors accordingly. The unused piece of fabric sat on the 
easel, and he stared at it for several moments before making 
a move. 


He began painting, using light, easy strokes of red and 
brown - 


He dumped the canvas onto the floor, grabbing another new 
one. He began again, this time being certain he was using 
the correct colors of blue and white in order to make Mia's 
light blue shade of hair. The artist couldn't believe he'd 
zoned out so much that he didn't even realize what he was 
doing. If it had gone on any longer than a few seconds, some 
old memories and feelings might have been triggered. 


Piers sat back to admire his work so far. He'd managed to 
outline the shape of her face just fine, not too oval-like but 
not so squarish that he'd have to start over. The color of her 
hair was also something to see, the gentleness of the blue 
and white mixing to create a light sky color, matching 
almost exactly with what he remembered was Mia's true hair 
color. 


When it was done, it would surely be a masterpiece. He 
hadn't done something this great since... 


"Piers - " 


"You still love him," he said, understanding. 


He dropped the paintbrush, staring off into space. He tried 
to reach down for it but his body wouldn't move. He couldn't 
allow himself any more misery; at this rate, he would - 


Piers fell to the floor, frantically searching for the 
instrument. If he hurried, he wouldn't have to wipe it off, as 
the paint would still be usable. He wasn't blind, so why was 
it so hard to find it? 


She let her head drop back down, brown hair shielding her 
face. "I'm sorry." He could tell that she meant it, too. It 
wasn't everyday that she felt someone kiss her with so 
much passion that it was probably held back for several 
years. 


Damn the gods, where was it?! Once he found it, he swore 
he was going to stick it to his hand for good, in order to 
make sure it never wandered off again. 


But then he realized she probably had felt that, with Isaac. 
The two of them grew up together. They did everything 
together. And when she was kidnapped, his world fell apart 
and he had to go rescue her, if only to tell her how he felt 
about her. And that's probably exactly what happened. 


Was his mind playing tricks on him? What sort of cruel 
torture was he doing to himself? Of all days, why did it have 
to be today? He had to paint a picture for Mia's daughter, 
Nowell, not remember some old, faded memories from so 
long ago. He didn't have time for this. 


He had no more chances. 


He checked underneath his seat next, thinking it may have 
slipped under the narrow hole between the wood and the 


floor. Although, if it was in there, he would definitely have to 
wipe it off afterwards. As he crawled towards the chair, 
however, his left hand rested on something cold and wet, 
and as he looked back he realized he really couldn't hold it 
in any longer. 


He moved her hair away from her forehead and kissed the 
skin. "I love you," he murmured into her softness. 


"Jenna," he whispered, not moving from his spot but staring 
back at the failed attempt of a painting. It was just a few 
strokes of red which were trying to outline her beautiful 
auburn hair, but to Piers it was her in her entirety. He hadn't 
allowed himself to even imagine her in so long, yet when a 
piece of her lay right in front of him, it all came rushing back 
to him instantaneously. 


Her long, gorgeous, silky hair; her creamy, white skin; her 
beautiful, curvaceous body; her soft lips which he had been 
forbidden to kiss even that once... Piers could see all of 
those on that one canvas despite its limitations. 


The paint was still wet, and he allowed his fingers to move 
on their own, smearing the red and brown all around the 
canvas until he was sure it was in the shape of Jenna's hair. 
He found a few rough splatters of cream color on the floor 
and, while at any other time he would have pounded himself 
twice on the head before even thinking about touching it, he 
used the same fingers to press into the puddles, making a 
messy oval shape in the middle of the canvas underneath 
the hair. After blowing on the cream color a few times to let 
parts of it dry, he used his smallest finger to dip into the 
black on the easel's palette, making thick, disheveled lines 
and circles where her eyes and nose would be. He painted a 
thick curve where her mouth would be, making the messiest 
smile he had ever created. 


Piers set the newly completed painting against the leg of the 
easel, still on the floor himself, and sat back to admire it. He 
didn't know if this could even be considered a painting, let 
alone a work of art. 


He exhaled shakily, finally noticing the tears sliding down 
his face as they hit the ground and his pants. The Lemurian 
allowed himself only a moment of misery before speaking 
aloud in the darkness of the room. 


"This is how I'll see you from now on, Jenna," he said, 
referring to the miserable creation. "I won't admire you from 
afar anymore, and l'Il let you live in happiness with your 
family, and maybe | can finally forget about you. So 
please...please make me stop thinking about you." 


He kissed the curve where her mouth was supposed to be, 
not bothering to care that it was still wet. When he pulled 
back, his lips were stained black, but he quickly wiped his 
sleeve across them and all was forgotten. He stood up 
without another word or thought, the painting in his right 
hand, and opened a cabinet in the back of the room, 
revealing an almost full trash can. He couldn't remember 
how many canvases were in there, but he could guess about 
ten or so, one for every year he hadn't seen her. And now 
that the one in his hand joined them, that made eleven. 


Piers sighed, his work done, and closed the cabinet, making 
sure to lock it after throwing the key into the wastebasket. 


The Lemurian entered his house roughly an hour later with a 
canvas in his hand. He smiled at the two people still inside. 


"It's finished," he announced, staring at Nowell in particular. 
She beamed with happiness and stood up from her seat, 


eager to see the end result. 


Piers handed over the finished work to Mia's daughter, 
watching excitedly as she turned it over and stared in awe at 
the colorful masterpiece. 


"Wow!" she exclaimed, not taking her eyes off of it. "She 
looks so happy! Is this really what she looked like before | 
was born?" 


The Lemurian smiled sadly, not sure if saying yes would 
make the young Adept feel bad. Instead, he reflected on his 
painting silently, remembering the exact usage of every 
color needed to make the shades just right. Mia's hair was 
perfect, the mixture of white, blue, and green being just 
subtle enough to mimic her hair's shade while not being too 
vibrant. Though he had only painted down to her shoulders, 
as that was all the space on the canvas, he managed to 
match what he remembered the color of her thick robe to be, 
a very light blue and a darker pink behind her neck. He 
made her smile as accurate as possible, the lines of her 
mouth just barely curved but enough to tell that she was 


happy. 


He had done a very good job, after all those distractions 
went away, anyway. He'd decided to keep going on the same 
canvas rather than waste yet another one, and he was very 
impressed with what he'd managed to do with it. 


Piers watched Nowell some more as she continued staring at 
all the colors. "Mr. P-Piers, this is incredible." She ran her 
hands along the canvas, memorizing the texture of every 
curve and crevice, admiring the colorful details. "Is this truly 
for me? It isn't very fair for me to leave with such a 
masterpiece..." 


He thought he was experiencing déja vu. He looked over 
towards Kraden to see if he was there, and to no surprise, he 
was. Piers had heard these words together before. Of course 
he had heard something similar from all of his customers, 
since most were always happy to leave with great works of 
art, but these particular words, though others may have 
been added, had definitely been said to him before. 


Jenna's eyes widened in shock and pure amazement. "P- 
Piers, this is incredible." She ran her hands along the 
canvas, memorizing the texture of every curve and crevice, 
admiring the colorful details. "Is this for me?" 


Piers nodded. "I wish you and Isaac the best." He moved her 
hair away from her forehead and kissed the skin. "I love 
you," he murmured into her softness. Then he turned away, 
grabbed his pack, and walked out the door. 


He remembered now, even though he'd tried so hard to 
block it out. Jenna was amazed at the painting he had 
created for her and Isaac, as well. Now that he thought 
about it, he wondered what Isaac thought of it. He quickly 
focused his thoughts elsewhere though, and it wasn't until 
then that he realized he was staring at the young Mercury 
Adept in front of him. 


Nowell was naive, an accident waiting to happen. Just from 
meeting her he could tell that she had a wonderful, fiery 
personality, and she could make a great leader someday, 
despite those roles usually going to Venus Adepts. She had a 
good head on her shoulders, and he realized she was 
actually quite beautiful; she would most likely be sought 
after as she grew older. She might fall in love with 
somebody, breaking other hearts along the way. 


"What?" Nowell demanded, staring at Piers confusedly. He 
Snapped out of his reverie. 


The Lemurian shook his head, a slight smile on his face. "No, 
it's nothing to be concerned about. You just remind me of 
somebody | used to know." 


A/N: After a year, | can pretty much successfully say this 
story has been dead. It was listed as 'Complete' anyway, so | 
don't know if this will do anything, but regardless | just 
wanted to write it, or more like my fingers made me write it. 
| didn't really want it to be this long, but oh well things 
happen and so whatever. | wanted it to be known that | 
really DO still love Piers, | don't enjoy just blindly torturing 
him D: though Sheba's Game might say differently. 
Anyway... 


This chapter really speaks out, and it tries to tell the reader 
just why Piers is still so hung up on Jenna. Lemurians literally 
live almost forever, so it's hard for them to pick out a 
partner, because they know they'd have to watch them die 
before they themselves do. But Jenna absorbed part of the 
Sun when it came, meaning she'd at least live a little longer 
than normal humans, if not as long as Lemurians. And Piers 
doesn't know if his being a Lemurian p/us absorbing the 
Golden Sun add up, but if they do he probably will end up 
living forever, but at least he'd get to spend part of it with 
Jenna, his loved one. Phew, anyway. 


It can actually be read on its own, but reading the first 
chapter will probably be more beneficial. | think this 
installment is better than the first, if only because of my 
more developed writing skills, heh. I'll let my 
readers/reviewers be the judges of that, though. 


If you've read the first chapter of this last year, or at least 
before this was edited/got an update/whatever else, could 
you please let me Know what you thought of it? I'd love to 
hear feedback regardless, but if there's anybody out of the 
~200 total viewers who was here from the start, I'd love to 
know how it was. 


Thanks so much in advance, guys! Oh yeah, and note that 
this chapter wasn't heavily proofread or edited at all, mainly 
because I've been at work on it for long enough already, so if 
you see any glaringly obvious errors, rest assured that 

they'll be fixed sometime in the very near future :P 


~CGA 


